CHAPTER ONE
a lgunerk, a man originally from Pelly Bay, agreed to take
I\me east with him for two foxes. He and his family were
going back, it was his country, and he knew the trail by heart.
Provided I let him have the value in trade of the two foxes
immediately, we should be off next day. He swore it, and I
began hastily to get my things together.
I cannot say whether the Eskimo deceives himself or whether
he intends merely to deceive the Kabloona, but as soon as you
begin to negotiate with him he displays a stolid pride, an un-
shakable confidence, that are magnificent His dogs? He has
the best leader ever bred in these parts — ask anybody. The
route? You are not serious? Nobody in the world knows it
better; and his eyebrows go up in an expression of offended
dignity while the others, to whom he has meanwhile turned for
confirmation, nod their heads sagely as if to say: *You ought to
count yourself lucky to be travelling with such a man.5
Thus, even before you have started, the Eskimo farce has
begun; and all this for a couple of foxes, plus, of course, the
things he hopes to cadge from you on the way. He has smelled
riches, and already they seem to be his. The advantage that
the primitive man has over you is that only one thought at a
time finds lodgment in his brain, and all his energies converge
upon that thought. To achieve what is in his mind, he will say
exactly what is necessary. You have had a look at his sled and
you tell him you've seen better sleds. His sled? Don't give it a
thought. Just the other side of the water he has another one
ready, a new one. (No harm in saying so, at any rate.) Big?
An eighteen-footer; and as soon as we get to it, he will himself
transfer your belongings. But what a lucky thing that you men-
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